selves over the rougher plains of Mauretania. Adventurous Goths and Spaniards had joined the host before it left Spain, and now the Moors and Getulians, as soon as they realised that this strange and fierce army of eighty thousand souls was rushing to the spoliation and destruction of the marble cities of the hated Romans, Hocked to the bible-standards of the Arian savages. The chain of fortresses that had guarded the mountain-gates of the provinces against the tribes of the desert had been almost abandoned during the intestine war, and tributary streams flowed down from every pass as the army swept along between the mountains and the sea. Soon they reached the broad roads that the Romans had constructed along the coast and the outlying towns. They poured themselves over the fields and orchards, leaving only a waste of blackened stubble and uprooted trees behind them. They swept down on the cities with a bitter scorn for their civilisation and a hatred of their Trinitarian religion ami an insatiable thirst for gold. Bishops and priests hid the sacred vessels, and one savage Pyrenees, and formed a comfortable
